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REMEMBRANCE 


] shall come back again when years have fled, 

And when my languid hands have ceased to hold 

The honey-cup of life to lips grown cold. 

{ shall come back—when years have swiftly sped, 
Some avalanche of dreams I thought were dead 
Shall hurl me back, to long forgotten things, 

Such springtime thoughts as caused my heart to sing 
Above bleak winds, of winter-time regret. 


I shall return to weave my thoughts with yours. 

To dream like dreams that slumbered in your eyes, 
And let time’s shuttle moving back and forth 
Entwine the passions, that a moment lie 

On fingertips, that once, but nevermore, 

3id beauty stay a minute—ere she die. 


—Marjorie Marshall. 
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“CONJURE MAN” 


Morning, noon and all night thru 
Conjure docior stirs his brew— 
A black bat’s wool, a black cat’s naw, 
Herbs, bones, a baboon’s paw. 
‘Thrice around the cauldron piss. 
Magic wand and crystal glass, 
Body, spirit, weil nigh spent: 
Somber, quict asunder rent. 
Imprecations, vulgar chants, 
Then a naked tribal dance, 

Now a drain of magic potion 
Agonizing, writhing motion— 
Cold, congealing, purple hue 
Conjure doctor’s fee is due. 


MEMORY 


Like ghosts .. . 
Thoughts of you are haunting me, 
Goading me incessantly. 
Pale hosts... 
Carving your name upon my forehead and my 
breast, 
Time, . .. healing the scars of all the rest. 


—Thomas A. Webster. 
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MASQUES 


And Hallowe’en 

Must ofttimes be 
In ev'ry season. 
I saw once on the street 
In sun-filled summertime 
A friend. 
He wore a face of bliss, 
Of joy undefiled— 
Yet I knew his heart 
Was broken. 


—_— 


Then in winter 

Along the snowy ways, 
Another friend. 

He had a face of ease, 
An air of self poise— 
Yet I knew he was a bluff, 
Inwardly he was scared. 


" 
—!= 


Ah! one spring 

A friend did smile on me. 
Sincerity 

Was glowing in his smile 

As he bade me “good luck’’— 
Yet I knew he wished 

That I might fail. 


Yes, Hallowe’en 
Must ofttimes be 
In ev'ry season, 
For tho they shield 
A wounded heart, 
A heart all fright 
Or a heart of lies— 
I see countless masques. 


—Milton Brighte. 
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YOU WILL HEAR 


Do you know what the waves are singing, 
Singing as they leap and play? 

Do you know what the waves are singing, 
Singing—singing—all the day? 

Hold a sea-shell to your ear 

And you will surely hear 

The songs the waves are singing—singing.— 


POLLUX 


I threw my sorrow to the wind, 

And snatched a star from the spangled sky; 
(To flash, a beacon where hopes cry ) 

Oh, Infinite jewel of the night! 

You are my soul-stone shining bright. 


— Gertrude Parthenia McBrown. 
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A LITTLE BOY’S THOUGHTS 


Were Ia :robin. I would fly 

Straight to my nest in the tall pine tree; 
Tuck my head beneath my wing, 

And twitter and chirp—a chee, chee, chee! 


Were I a lily fair and white, 

Flow very, very tall I’d grow! 

Bow to the violet, then bow to the rose, 
And greet pretty tulips all in a row. 


Were I the earth beneath my feet 

I'd cause the quick, green grass to creep, 
I wouldn’t tremble beneath a tread, 
But let you dig me deep, deep, deep! 


But since I’m just a little boy, 
A. sitting in our swing; 

Pll just look on and try so hard 
Not to wish I was anything! 


—Ruth W. Avant. 
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SKY MAIDENS 


She floates into the day on the gossamer robes of dawn 

And wings her way about my world— 

I, who clumsily do her homage, 

Marvel breathlessly at the fragile lightness of her step ; 
) Like a shaft of light through somber trees glides the 
| West Wind. 


A stately presence—she walks with gentle dignity and 
charm, 
But ‘neath the look of velvet an empress rules; 
And though her soul is satin, its fibre holds ;— 
As the jasmine blossoms on a summer’s day, sways the 
South Wind. 


eee 


So cynical she is, or pretends to be— 

But once I ventured, and found beneath, the sweetness 
of a maiden. 

Wrapped in the flame of the sunset, 

With the perfume of spring in her hair 

Swings on her reckless way, the East Wind. 


And now, my Lady of the Ice, 

Whose heart is cold, whose eyes of blue 

Are dead with lack of soul 

Gropingly I evade her. 

With the lilies of death binding her feet, sways the 
North Wind. 


—Beatrice Fk. Miller. 
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A QUERY 


The golden bowl is broken, 
7" » The silver cord is rent, 
An angel’s voice has spoken, 
A black soul’s heav’nward bent. 


| ie I wonder if on God’s mead, 

| Among that heav’nly crowd, 
This soul will once again read: 
“No black-folks are allowed’’? 


| - —Neal E. Herriford. 
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TO A FRIEND 


Straight of body, lithe of limb, 
Eyes whose lights reflect each whim, 
Skin of bronze with color warm 
Cov’ring well a molded form; 
Classic nose, and mouth whose smile 
Creates friendships all the while; 
Voice whose lovely cadence pure 
Grips men, like the siren’s lure! 
Heart of gold within your breast, 
Giving joy to some—and rest; 
Brow that’s felt the hot sun’s kiss 
Scorching midst the tropic’s bliss. 
Ready with a word of cheer, 
Chasing doubts, dispelling fear— 
Spreading sunshine, scatt’ring joy, 
Deeds of gold without alloy ! 

Such, my friend, are you to me, 
Knowing you, my life shall be 
Happier, broader, doubly blessed, 
Rich with peace still unexpressed ! 


—Mary M. Hoxter. 





a 





BLACK OPALS 13 





ME, ROGO 


Wi’ho am 1? This query of myself I made— 
An inner breathing gave reply: 
“You are but a faded leaf, 
Yellow-seared by crumbling years, 
Dangling from the tired limbs of Destiny, 
Who soon shall shake you free 
And leave you naked in the cold oblivion, 
Shivering with your pregnant dreams unborn.” 


Whither bound? I ventured to inquire— 
My quickening heart-beats seemed to measure out the 
words: 
“TDust-of-earth, subtle form, and god-like image too— 
How vain your deeds, and frail your thoughts 
All which will turn to clay 
And mould some verdant hill-top; 
Or ooze within a distant river bed 
Where gurgling streams will ripple o’er you, 
Laughing at your instability.” 


ATER it ? My question was forthcoming— 
But a sudden chuckle stilled me with its laughter: 

“Tn vain you ponder ancient theories 

Of deep and weighty matter. 

"Tis the riddle of the Sphinx . 

Sealed by all the endless ages— 

A thousand years are as a day, 

And Life and Death are but recurring seasons 

On the Cosmic calendar 

Suspended from the cobwebbed walls of Eternity.” 


—Floyd C. Covington. 
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RETROSPECTION 


Africa? 

A wonderful land, 

Truly a marvelous land; 
But most unfriendly— 

A sun gone mad, 

Reptiles, insects, 

Strange maladies— 

And yet ...and yet... 
Three centuries ago 

We endured these things 
With a laugh... 

Then came the white hell ships 
To teach us 

New adjustments, 

New alliances ; 

To give us a new homeland, 
New visions. . : 

ASTiCa tears we MI TICAN ser 
ALVES aye 

A wonderful land. 


WISDOM 


Knowledge comes with a clash, 
A battle-din, 

To meet the young man’s shout 
Of victory... 

Wisdom tiptoes softly 

From the rear 

And seats herself 

Like a cat upon a hearth, 
Receiving, like the cat, 
Merely a doty smile 

From the master. 


—Walter Waring 
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UNDERSTANDING 


Because I may not enter cherished bowers 
And cull rare, tended blossoms growing there; 
I will not spurn nor crush the lowly flowers 
That bloom in wild profusion everywhere. 


Because I may not walk along life’s highways 
Where fortune’s favored children laugh and play ; 
I will not hold my love from darkened byways 
Where hapless children seek the light of day. 


Because, oh Master, you have heard my praying 
And I have reached a goal, and understand 

The weakness of my brothers blindly straying— 
Oh, how I long to lend a helping hand! 


A. PRAYER 


Show me, oh God, the path that I may take 

To reach the place where Truth and Wisdom live; 
There is no sacrifice I would not make, 

No treasure of this world I would not give 

if I could And and know that I had found 

The palace where these sister queens are crowned. 


—Bessie Calhoun Bird. 
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THE BLACK MAN LAUGHS 


He laughs when lonely and forsaken, 
He laughs when his loved ones are taken, 
Although his humble heart is breaking 
He laughs at life’s predestination. 


His laughter arches o’er his stream of troubles, 

Dances on pain’s surface, sparkles, bubbles. 

His thought, a swollen stream, each day redoubles 

Beneath this bridge of laughter, arching troubles. 


Why should he laugh, knowing he is hated? 

Why should he laugh in such great pain? 

Why should he laugh when weary, taunted, baited? 
But why does the broken bush grow strong again— 
Just to live and bear more pain? 

No! Nor does the black man in his laughter 

Live to laugh, and laugh in vain! 


THE TOWER BELL 


It hangs high up above the bustling throng of life 
And tolls upon the passing breeze a tale of livelong 
strife. 
Its hammer drawn, like dreaded guillotine to strike, 
Drops from its lofty perch in downward flight: 
One more hour gone! 
One more hour gone! 


An old man in the street below lifts up his drawn face, 
For he is still competing in this earthly race. 
A shadow passes over him, enshrouds him in its folds,— 
Awe has overtaken him, he is immune to cold: 

One more hour gone! 

One more hour gone! 


—Melvin E. Ross. 
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CINQUAINS 


As if 

It were a ball 

Thrown by children playing 

The moon rolls down the sky street 
Gaily, 


I stand 

Like a flower 

Lifted by earth to you 

My eternal bee who shall drink 
Me dry. 


3 
As if 
It were the rarest wine, 
I shall drink the bitterness 
Which I inherit from life 
And smile. 


How like 

A drop of dust 

Before the wind am J 

In front of the eternal breath 


Of God. 


1 


—Lewis Alexander. 
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[ pray that God will grant you these, 
Iaith . | 

‘That holds like roots of trees, 

Patience . 

Like a hive of bees, 

I pray that God will grant you these. 


I pray that God will grant you these, 
Strength . 

For hardships . . . and for ease, 

A will . 

As strong as seven seas, 

I pray that God will grant you these. 


I pray that God will grant you these, 
The things that live 

When beauty flees: 

The stabler graces 

Roots of trees... 

I pray that God will grant you these. 





—Edward Silvera, Jr. 
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NAMELESS 


How hike the restless beating 
Of our hearts 

Is the surge of the sea; 
How like the tumult 

Of our souls 

Is the lashing of the storm; 
How like the yearning 

In our song 

Is the wind, 

How lke a prayer 

Is night. 


—Mae V. Cowdery. 


BLACK OPALS HAILS NEGRO 
YOURE 


Our Christmas issue goes to press with a group of 
writers and artists ranging geographically from coast 
to coast. This idea, originating in Philadelphia, within 
the short space of two years is fulfilling its aim to 
focus nation-wide attention on the contributions of 
those members of the Negro group who because of 
their youth or the lack of proper vehicles for present- 
ing their unquestioned talents, might be denied the 
opportunity of making their voices heard. 

The editorial staff has persisted in its faith in the 
talents and ambitions of Negro youth. We believe 
that the general public to whom we make this gift will 
evidence no less manifestation of faith. 

Black Opals cordially welcomes suggestions, all 
types of manuscripts, and any other manifestations of 


interest. 
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CONTRIBUTORS 


LEWIS ALEXANDER is a resident of Washington, D. C. 
His poetry has appeared in many recent publications. 


RUTH W. AVANT is an instructor in the Atlantic City 
public schools. 


BESSIE CALHOUN BIRD is a resident. of Philadelphia. 


MILTON BRIGHTE is a student in the Washingion, D: C. 
Public Schools. 


F. W. COVINGTON is a resident of Los Angeles, Cal. 
MAE V. COWDERY is a resident of Philadelphia. 


NEAL E. HERRIFORD is an instructor in English at 
‘Tuskagee Institute. 


MARY M. HOXTER is a member of the Philadelphia Public 
School System. | 


L. M. JONES is a young artist of Boston, Mass. 


GERTRUDE PARTHENIA McBROWN is head of the 
Department of English at Sedalia Institute, Sedalia, N. C. 


SMITH McGLINN is a young artist of Los Angeles, Cal. 
MARJORIE MARSHALL is a resident of Brooklyn, N. Y, 
BEATRICE E. MILLER is a student at Temple University. 
MELVIN E. ROSS is a student at Lincoln University. a | 


EDWARD SILVERA is a student in the Medical School at 
Howard University. 


WALTER WARING is an instructor in the Philadelphia 
Public School System. 


THOMAS A. WEBSTER is a student at Lincoln University. 


JAMES LESNE WELLS is a young artist of New York 
City. 








